. • f. ’fEJEfdlSBfSJSJSJd ’ . 7dTt ’ f?JP. WS/MW rp f, ' rBJEIcTd F, ' , ’/riiP/Pj 


JrT=^ 



era 



T am as hot as molten Lead, and as heavy poo.God keeps Lead 
out of me, I need no mote weight then mine own bowels : I 
have led my rag of Miiffians where they are peperd ther’s not- ? 
three of my 1 5 o.left alive, and they arc for the townes end,to 
beg during lifo. But who comes heere ? inter Frince, 

Frin. What ftandft thou idle heere ? lend me thy Sword, 
Many aNobleman lies ftarkc and ftiflfe, 

Under the hooves of vaunting enemies, 

Whofe deaths are yet utirevengd,I prethee lend me thy fword . 

Fal.O Hall prethee give me leave to breathe a while, Turf 
' Gregory never did filch deeds in armes^s I have done this day. 

T have payd Percy, l have made him fore. 

Pri»c. He is indecd,and living to kill thee ; 

I prethee lend me thy {word. 

P<i4Nay before God, Hal, if Percy be alive,thou get ft not my 
fword, but take my piftoll if thou wilt. 

Prin.Givr.it me .* what ? is it in the cafe ? 

Fal. I Hail tis hot, there’s that will facke a City . 

7 ~he Prince drawes it out, and fades it abottellof Sacpe , 

Pm.What is it a time to jeft and dally now ? 

Hethrorves the Bottle at him. ixit. 

Fal. If Percy be alive, ile pierce him, if he doe come in my 
way ^o? if he doe not, if I come in his willingly, let him make 
a Carbonado of me. I like not fuch grinning honour as fir Wal- 
ter hath:give melifc, which if lean fave,-fo : if not, honour, 
comes unlook’t for, and there’s ;an end. 

*> 

\Al$rme, excursions, enter the King, the Prince, Lord John of 
Lancafter,<W Eearle of Weftmerland. ' 

King! prethee Harry withdraw thy felfe,thou bleedeft too 
much : Lord lohn of Lancafter&oz you with him. 

P. lohn. Not I,my Lord, unlefle I did bleed too. 

Prin.l befeech your Majefty make up. 

Left your retirement doe amaze your friends. 

Kil will doe fo my L.of Wi timer! and, \Qd.d him to h;s Tent 

.JVefi.Qo me,my L ord , i’le lead you to your Tent. 

T««cr<r.Leadme,myLord, I de not need your helps ; 

And God forbid a (hallow feratch ilaould drive . ^ 

The 




tienry the Fourth. ~~ :■ ; - 

fhe Prince of Wales from fuch a field as this, 

^Where ftaynd Nobility lies treden on, 

"V And Rebels Armes triumph in mafiacres. 

lohn.Wc breathe too long, come coiufin Wefimerland, . 
Our duty this way lies : Tor G^ds lake come. 

Frin. By Goa,thou had deceiv’d me,Lanc*fler, 

I did not thinke thee Lord of fiich a fpirit j 
Beforc,I lov’d thee as a brother,/^*. 

But now I doerefpaT thee as my foule. . 

Kmgl faw turn hold Lord ■ Percy at die poynt ; 

,, W ith luftier maintenance then I did lookc for 
Offuchanungrowne Warrier. 

P^«.0,this Boy lends metall to us all. Exit. 

Dow. Another King, they grow like Hydras heads, 

I am the Dowglas fata 11 to all thofe 

That weare thofe colours on them.What art thou 

That countcrfcitft: the perfbn of a King ? 

King.Vac King himfclfe, who Dowglas grieves at heart. 
So many of his fhadowes thou haft met. 

And not the Very King : I have two Boyes 
Seeke Percy and thy felfc, about the Field ; 

But feeing thou fail’d on me fo luckily, 

I will affay thee : and defend thy felfe. 

Dott.1 fearc, thou art another Counterfeit $ 

And yet in faith thou bear’d thee like a King : 

But mine .1 am fore thou art, who ere thou be : 

And thus I winncthcc. 

They fight fhe King being in danger, Enter Prince of Wales., 
Frince. Hold np thy head, vile Scot , or thou art like 
Never to hold it up againe, the fpirits 
Ofvaliant Sherty Stafford, Blunt f ire in my Armes, 

It is the Prince of Wales that threatens thee, 

Who never promifeth^ut he meanes to pay. 

They fight, Dowglas fiieth. 

Cheerely my Lord^io w feres your Grace f 
Sir Nichlas Gawfej hath for fuccour fent. 

And fo hath flip ton ; i’le to Clifton (Irak* 

. King.Stiy, and breath a while, 
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